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As honest thrifty Mattie Gray 

Was sitting busy spinning, 
She looked out, and doun the brae 

Saw Robin barefoot rinning. 
Then up and to the door she sprang, 

And lang ere he came near her. 
She cries out, ^* Robin, what is wrang ?'' 

But Robin didna hear her. 
As he was brushing oVr the bent. 

And skelping through the rashes, 
Had left behind his plaid and kent, 

His shoon and spatterdashes. 



The brig fra§ twsL4bree yards about, . 

That lajr across the sjrke ; 
Hut he plasb'd through abuoe the qxxit. 

And lap the kaiLyard djke. 
^^ ^> what's the matter^ Robio, man r^ 

Que/ Matt, « What's a' the hurry r 
Half breath lesB, he replied, ^^ A^m gaun-^ ^ 

A'm gaon to Edmbiirry. 
Gae 'way, lay out my linen sark, 
^ And a* my Sunday claes, 
Jock I pit the ewes in NiooPs park. 

That's gaun on Wilmoor braes. 
And^ Sandie, gang— 'take Grether Wye, 

See a^ the lambs be right ; 
Let them fa^ 'yont the Thrashie Lee, 

And fauld them again night. 
Yc'U get a piece ^gain afternoon ; 

And, Grizzy, take the bairn, 
Gae ye a-field, fetch bame ma sboon, 

They're up at Eebuck's caim.*^ 
*^ The man's gane skevie,^ muttered Matt, 

Wlia partly heard his sonnet, 
Ah fthe was taking down his hat, 

Aiul iiun^ing up his bonnet; 
For though she answered his demands, 

As well became her station, 
Her tongue gaed faster than her hands. 

In quest (/ information. 
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Ye're gaun to Edinbro', dear man, 

And gaun in sic a htdster, 
And div'e ken for what ye're gaun, 

Is't ony sad disaster ? 
Would ye but miiid y^Ve up in years, 

And if there's ony riot, 
YeVe no. acquaint wi' swords and spears. 

To make a tumult quiet. 
Is it a cause o' life and death ? 

Or is't a bridal hurry ? 
Or, if the case respects us baith, 

We'll bfuth to Edinburry. 
O, weigh the matter wi' yoursel, 

I'll gi'e ye a' ye're seeking. 
If ye wou'd tell-*-yes, a wou'd tell, 

If ye would hadsae speaking." 
Quo' Robin, scnnewhat chagrin'd 

At Mattie's want o' patience, 
<< I'm gaun away to see a fnend«— 

A friend to baith the nations. 

4 

The King o' Lunnon's landed there, 

And mony bunder wi' him, 
Droving like stots to Hallow fair,—* 

And a'm gaim in to see him. 
As I came down the drechy moot^ 

A heard the cc^ches dunner, > 
And auld and young, and rich and poor, 

Graun reeling in fike t\iutiYiet« 
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Auld Simcm Baxter'^s o'er the sneep . 

As hard as he can hobble. 
And Willy's aff and left his sheep 

Wi' little Tammie Noble. 
Jock's left the plough at Farhie-corse, 

And aff like Tullochgorum ; 
The goodman came and loosed the h(»6e. 

And drave them hame afore him; 
And Grizzy BelPs gane doun the slack. 

As dink as ony deasy. 
The callant Sandie on her back, 

And leading little Lizy ; 
And a^ intend to join them soon, — 

Hear how the drums are beating ! 
Gi'e me my gravit and my shoon. 

And dinna hand me waiting.*": 
" Aye, aye,'' quo' Matt, " is that the thing .'*' 

His Honour,. peace be wi' us ! 
A'm very glad to hear the King 

Has come so far to see us» 
But gang na ye to sic a job, 

Thafs ae advice I've gi^en ye. 
Ye may be crush'd amang the mob, 

Ye're stiffer than a've seen ye : 
Ye're no sac young as Will and Jock, 

Sim's daft as he wha gat him. 
The King's a man like ither folk, 

And what will ye see at him ?" 



'■* See at hino, dear ! yc little ken," 

Quo' Rob, her words repeatiog, 

' The king a man like other men ! 

Na; he's the King o' Britain. 
So, Mattie, lass, suppress your fears, 
My age, though ye may doubt it, 
Has loupen back a score o' years 

a heard tell about it. 
7o see a king on Scottish ground 

Is now an unco wonder ; 
A day Uke this has no come rounil 

Sin' some time saxteeu bunder. 
.^Die was when kings in Scottish towns 
^^ Were counted little ferlies, 

So lang's the Stuarts brook'd their crowns. 

The Mamies and the Charlies. 
And that ane Alex, Uh ! sad wreck ! 

Gaed out to hunt eae mom, 
pell aff his horse, and brack his neck. 

Just right ahune Kinghom. 
,&lld David Bruce, at Hawtborndean, 
Spent muckle gowd and siller, 
Lnd Mary (puir misguided Queen !) 

Ance lived at Craigmillar. 
But Lambert cruel was and base, 
And Jamie Sharp was cunnin, 

1 aye ance their unhappy days, 
Our kings hae dwatt at Lunnon,"^ 
Aa 
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« Aweel," quo Matt, ** that may be true. 

But though ye've on your claes, 
A wadna gang if a were you,— 

A'm nane o^ Geordie's faes. 
A wish him brawly, honest man. 

And a' his Lunnon gentry. 
There's aye been peace sin^ he b^an, 

And plenty i' the country. 
Well may they treat him T the town. 

And gi''e him braw attendance. 
And lang may he support his crown. 

And Britain^s independence. 
But then sae mony fo^k gaun in. 

And you amang the rabble. 



••■• /• 
•• • » 

■•j» 



Thqr'll deave his honour wi' their di^ 

And may be raise a babble : 
A heap o' fo^k like you and me. 

The chield, aweel a wat him. 
Will take it very ill to see 

Them stan'in staring at him. 
How wad we like oursels to see 

A hauf a score o^ bunders 
Come here to glowr at you and me, 

As we were warld's wonders ? 
Ti»no for poor folk he^s come down, 

TPheir presence can be wanted, 
Ye'll make disturbance i' the town, 

And we'll be a' affronted. 
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Though ye may like to see the Eong, 

Yet, Robin, let me tell ye. 
The sight will do but little thing 

For either back or belly. 
Ye'll ha^e reflections on yourself 

If that ye dinna speed well. 
And a^U gae daft when a hear tell 

That ye^re laid up in Bridewell.'' 
« Hout out," quo' Rob, " he'll tak' it kind, 

Gudewife, ye needna doubt him, 
To see us a', wi' heart and mind, 

Hadin^ a wark about him. 
It shews respect, wer't naething else, 

The great fo^k count it handsome, 
And they'll be seized for radicals 

That disnae countenance him. 
So, Mattie, mind, that I'm gudeman. 

And let us hear nae mair o't ; 
There will be royal presents gaun. 

And a' may get a share o't. 
The King's a man o* muckle gear, 

Baith siller, meat, and claething. 
And dive think that he'll come here 

And gi'e his subjects naething ? 
Poor fo'ks hae mony time been kent 

For some bit simple favour, 
Frae Kings to get an yearly rent, 

To them and theirs for ever. 
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Look only back to Malcolm's days, 

A man without a marrow ; 
Ga'e Hunter a' Palmocxlie braes^ 

Just for a bow and arrow. 
And at a date mair recent still. 

When Pringle was sae lucky 
As get the lands o' Soutrie Hill, 

Just for a roasted chuckie. 
And a' your lairds and gentlemen. 

As braw as ye hae seen them, 
Hae no a rig o' land in ten 

But what the King has ^'en them ; 
And I my fortune may advance. 

Just by tliis day's adventure, . 
And ere I die, yet hae a chance 

To be a parliamenter. 
The King may gi e me Hainside height, 

By grant o' royal charter, 
Or send me hame a belted knight, 

Wi' ribbon, star, and garter." 
Matt raised her hands at hearing that. 

Her scruples overcomin' ; 
the thoughts o' being LADY MATT 

Made her another woman. 
Quo' she, " If that be true ye tell, 

Wha wadna do him honour? 
A'U gang like Abigail mysel, 

To meet the mighty Monar . ^ 



r. To see the Sovereign & the land 

We'll baith gae in together ; 
^ A'll take a present in my hand^ 

To gain the royal favour. 
There's Blusie, she's begun to lay, 

And Tappie^ she's still fatter : 
A'll kirn the drappie ream a hae. 

And let him taste our butter. 
What eggs we hae, a'll take them a'. 

To him they shall be borne ; 
ShouM there be nane to Geordie Craw, 

When he comes here the mom." 
** Well said," quo' Robin ; " Matt, my dow, 

Instead o' Matt, my lady, 
A woman's wit is in her brow. 

And there it's braw and ready. 
A present, surely, is the thing. 

That canna be disputed ; 
And a wad gane and seen the King, 

Just like a fool, without it. 
We'll give him what we hae t6 spare. 

As good as we can make it ; 
The best that is can do nae mair. 

And he'll be pleased to tak it 
Gae ca' the kirn as quick's ye dow. 

Get butter for the King ; 
And a'll a-field fetch hame the ewe, 

That kebed T the spring. 
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She was thick fat when she was fleeced, 

Sinsyne she's .aye been wonnin ; 
The King's no gotten sic a feast 

Sin' he came aff frae Lunnon." 
Matt was elated more and more, 

As she the nail had marked ; » 

She followed Robin to the door. 

And in a whisper harked :— - 
^^ Hear, Robin, man, upon my life, 

I'll wager yea guinea ; 
They say the carle wants a wife, 

He'll may be like our Jeanie. 
There will be brdwer lasses there. 

That's wanton, proud, and sausy ; 
But he may wish a vir^ fair, 

A caller country lassie. 
^^'11 make as good a thrifty Queen 

As ony e'er was on yet. 
And our grandson (the like has been) 

May sit on Britain's throne yet. 
Deem— dive ye hear— hie, lassie, Jean, 

We're gaun to take ye wi' us ; 
Gae wash your face, and make ye clean, 

And a'U lay out your claes. 
But, first, gae way, red up your feet, 

Ye maun be braw the day ; 
See, there's your shoon as brown's a peat. 

Make them as black's a slae. 
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Take plenty ream, ne'er fash your thumbs 

The butter's cheap the year, 
And black them weel wi' gurgle cowm. 

And brush them till they're clearJ 
See, there's a pair o' stockings-r-stop, 

Na — there's a pair looks neater ; 
They're rather wide, but draw them up. 

And tie your gartens straiter. :/v 
See, there's your drugget gown and coat, 

It's may be no the &sMon ; 
It's better than the last ye gol, ' 

It doesna stand the washing. 
A silly printed cotton clout. 

It's no for country ladies ; 
Stand nearer hand, and turn about. 

And let me lace your bbdioe. 
Davie, ma man, will ye gae out. 

And bring me in some water. 
And pow some dockens at the spout. 

To lay about the butter. 
And, Jean, gae way, if ye were drefis'd. 

But first fling by your bodice ; 
Yell get twa eggs i' Brownie's nest. 

And maybe three i' Poddie's. 
See, hand me down that creel^ my dow. 

The little ane will take it ; 
Fetch ben some hay fnue hind die cow^ 

And let us get Uiem packed* 
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Thus pushing a' her house wark through. 

Matt dress'd her like a lady ; 
And when that Robin and the ewe 

Arriv'd, they both were ready. 
In front the gudeman mareh'd away, 

His sark o' shining linen, 
Coat, vest, and breeks o' hodden grey, 

A wab o' Mattie's spinning. 
His stockings, milk-and-water blue, 

A pair o' his ain knitting ; 
And ilka steek he had was new, 

His errant well befitting. 
A worstet maud o' black and white. 

Slung sash-ways round akfbut him ; 
He looked like a belted knight. 

At least as Mattie view'd him. 
The ewie wi' her visage rough, 

To share the day's adventure, 
A string or shangie round her hough, 

And Birky gaun ahint her ; 
For he could manage a' the flock, 

And keep them in subjection; 
Or drive her lane a single crok. 

In ony ae direction. 
Twa pound o' butter, fresh and sweet, 

On Mattie's arm hings ; 
A pair o' hens slung by the feet, 

Out owre her apron-strings ; 
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And Jeanie wi' her snaw-white legs. 

And kilted gown and coatie, 
Came carrying a creelfu^ ^SS^9 

Beside her mother, M aitie, 
Who still had got a deal to say 

She had no said for hurry ; 
But school'd her daughter a' the way, 

Gaun in to Edinburry ; 
For though o^ wark she had the nack, 

Like other country wenches, 
She kent na how to speak or act 

Afore Kings and Princes. 
Quo^ Slattie, ^^ Hinny, hark to me 

About this day's transactions ; 
We're gaun to meet his Majesty, 

And ye'U need some instructions. 
The folk's gaun in by thousands ten 

To honour and adore him. 
And ye'll be at a loss to ken 

How to behave afore him. 
Now, when ye meet )iim i' the town, 

In vennel, street, or entry, 
Y'ell ken him by his golden crown, 

Frae a* the common gentry. 
'Tis time that ye were looking out, 

'Tis ilka lassie's duty- 
Turn up your beaver i' the snout. 

And shew bim a^ your beauty ; 
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Hand up jtMir face, and let him Bee\ 

(And as she thus addressM her, 
5he ooost and caper d up her head 

To let her see the gesture). 
And if he chance to speir your name. 

Or ask about jour dwelling. 
Or if ve hae come far frae hame. 

Be very free in telling ; 
And beck at ilka word he says. 

Nor let your breeding shame him ; 
And ca^ him aye. Sir Greorge, your Grace i 

When ye hae cause to name him. 
He'll like ye a^ the mair o" this. 

That ye discreedy use him ; 
And if he wants to hae a kiss. 

Be sure and no refuse bun,— 
And if he speaks o^ marriage t^e, 

Or making ye his lady, 
Look down as ye thought shame a wee, 

And say, yeVe scarcely ready ; 
That ye may answer his demand. 

Ye winna much dispute it, 
But dinna just say yes aff hand; 

But say, yell think about it : 
Look just as if ye didna care, 

And no be saucy neither. 
And if he press ye unco sair, 

Say ye, all ask my father. 
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And if he speir if ure be lairds. 

And live on Tweed or Yarrow, 
Just tell him a^ your friends are herds, 

As Jacob said to Pharoah.^^ 
Jean listened wi' attentive ears 

To Mattie^s information. 
Tossed up and down wi^ hopes and fears. 

And inward perturbation, 
For she had reasons o^ some weight. 

Though she had never shew'^d them. 
And viewed things in another light 

Frae what her mother view'd them : 
At ance she thought o' being grand, 

And live a life o' splendour, 
Hae coach and horses at command. 

And servants to attend her ; 
But when she thought on Willie Brown, 

The herd i^ Auchindunnon, 
His bonnet-tufl outweighM the cr6wn 

And a^ the gowd i' Lunikm ; 
But Jeanie^ like a daughter good, 

Kent naeftttog l^nt subjection. 
She promised n> do a^ she cou d 

To gain the King^s affection. 
And thus the twasome, up and down. 

To ane another chatted, 
And never thought about the town 

Till they were just maist at \t,— 
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When Robin, pointii^ wf his kent. 

Cries, ^ See what ciawds o* pec^ile ! 
The casde, Nebon^s monoment. 

And auld St Griies's steeple ; 
And horse and fit, gaun thick and thrai^ 

And a' the lums are reekii^, 
Belyre we^Q no get room to gang. 

Nor hear another speaking.'" 
When they got in within the tdl. 

And fairly on the causey, 
A' things that Jeanie saw were droll,— 

Droll to a country lassie ; 
She saw sae mony dandy things. 

And ac a hei^ o' wonders. 
She thought there was a score o' kings. 

And queens were gaun i** hunders. 
And sbe> suspecting that the Prince 

Might pass some unseen way by, 
Had made her manners mair than ance 

Afore she reach^ the Abbey. 
A gentleman wi^ cocked hat 

And silver-headed cane, 
She becked till him, her and Matt, 

For they were baith mistaken ; 
She becked next to a dragoon, 

Wha smiled and nodded till her. 
She took his helmet for the crown, 
Glancing wi' gowd and siller ; 
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The mml-coach next came reeling on, . 

Which the same honours shared ; 
She took the chair for the throne. 

And becked to the guard. 
Thus, ere they reached the Abbey-hill, 

They fell in mony error, . 
When Robin waved them to stand still. 

For they could win nae farer. 
Upon a height, there a' the three 

Took up their place o' halting, 
For they had leam'd his Majesty 

Was coming o'er the Calton. 
But sic a noise o^ guns and drums^ 

• 

And men and women bawling. 
And sootie-men on taps o^ lums. 

And boys on house*tops crawling. 
The moving mob the Calton cleads. 

Each stationary dwelling 
Had a*^ its windows fou o^ heads. 

Like images for selling ; 
A solid mass o'' moving crowns 

Clad a^ the mountain's border ; 
The road was lined wi^ lang dragoons 

To keep the crowd in order, 
Wi' flags, and pikes, and this, and that. 

The like they ne^er had seen,— 
The sight confounded Rob and Matt, 

Let be the lassie Jean. 
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At length the guards came in o^ sight, 

And down the hill advancing. 
The colours waving red and white. 

And swords and helmets glancing ; 
His Majesty,' amang the rest. 

Anon displayed his presence. 
And ilka ane anither pressed 

To make him due obdsance ; 
Which to perform as he gaed past, 

Rob felt a strong ambtticm. 
But he was squeezed hard and fast. 

In an upright position ; 
And as he made a semi-wheel. 

His courtesy concluding. 
His visage met a cadie's creel. 

And set his nose a-blooding. 
Near to the ground Matt curtseyed down. 

Nor were her arms idle 
In handing up her manky-gown. 

The gown that graced her bridal ! 
But she, less carefu' o' her feet 

Than she was o^ her daes, 
A butcher^s heel made a retreat. 

And crush'd her corny taes. 
Jean meant to make her curtsey right, 

But she so fast was locked— 
Her head, poor thing, gade out o^ sight. 

And she was nearly choked. 
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The ewe, as might be underitood, 

Kent little o^ the fashion^ 
She lay, puir beast, and chew'd her cud 

The time the King was pasdng ; 
Birky, the guardian o"* the ewe, 
'* Had rather mair discretion. 
He raised his head and cried, << Bow wow,**^ 

By way of salutation. 
As they were distant sundry yards. 

And mony ane atween them. 
And he surrounded by his guards, 

The King had never seen them ; 
Yet they wad very fain believ'd, 
' Though it was apprehension, 
i That when his homage he receiv'd^ 

He paid them same attention. 
Quo' Rob, ^* He nodded, sure enough, 

Whan I my bow was making.^ 
« Atweel,*" quo' Matt, " his Honour leugh 

The time that a was becking.'^ 
Quo' Jeanie, << 'Deed a dinna ken. 

For a was sadly bother'd, 
CrushM in amang a heap o^ men, 

A thought a wad been smother^d.^ 
When he was housed in Holyrood, 

They quickly did discover. 
By the dispernng multitude. 

That a the scenes were over. 
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So Rob and Mattie took the pet. 

They thought they were afl&onted. 
And turning tail, away they set. 

Most sadly disappointed. 
But time and travel did dispel 

The fumes o' grief and anger, 
And Mattie was the first to tell 

That she was gane w^ hunger, 
For she had hane a weary day, 

She kent nae what wad fill her. 
And they, in haste, had come away 

Wi' neither brass nor siller. 
When they had got alang the brigs, 

Gaun out the wester causey. 
She in a shop selt afF the eggs. 

She s£dd, to ease the lassie. 
When at the Dams, they louted down. 

Took each a drink o' water. 
Gat baps the piece at Libberton, 

And spread them o'er wi^ butter* 
Thus Rob, the daughter, and the wife. 

Gat hame three weary sinners ; 
The ewe however saved her life. 

And Birky got nae dinners. 



THE END. 



